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been	 with	 me	 for	 a	 while	 now.	 She’s	 a	 bit	 of	 a
homebody,	 and	 I	 guess	 I	 wouldn’t	 want	 her	 as
anything	 else.	 A	 service	 learning	 project	 I	 had
worked	on	 in	 fifth	grade,	which	was	called	pizza
bingo,	 was	 something	 we	 had	 decided	 on.	 The
ELP	kids	had	an	easy	 job	of	serving	people	and
helping	 out.	 I	 thought	 it	 was	 easy,	 and	 I
underestimated	 my	 opponent,	 otherwise	 known
as,	 life.	 I	 basically	 couldn’t	 even	 do	 my	 job.	 I
wasn’t	 making	 eye	 contact,	 and	 I	 was	 shaking
like	 a	 chihuahua.	 I	 thought	 of	 it	 as	 shyness	 I
guess,	 but	 it	 was	 actually	 something	 like	 a
bajillion	times	worse.	I	ate	some	cookies	and	stuff
and	played	bingo.	It	was	fun	yet	very	scary.
People	 can	 interpret	 this	 as	 anything	 they	 want
and	all	that	yadda	yadda	yadda.
But	 if	 you	 really	 wanna	 know,	 it	 was	 actually
about	GAD	(Generalized	Anxiety	Disorder).	“A”	is
actually	 a	 personification	 of	 GAD.	 Basically
around	that	time,	around	fifth	grade,		I	had	started
to	 really	 show	 symptoms,	 and	 it	 really	 started
manifesting	 I	 guess.	 And	 of	 course,	 it’s	 gotten
suuuper	 worse	 over	 the	 years	 but	 I’m	 good.	 I
guess.	 	 And	 eye	 contact	 is	 a	 huge	 "no"	 for	 me
dawg.	 (Who	gets	 the	reference?)	And	basically	 I




like	 suuuper	 real.	 But	 yeah,	 it’s	 basically	 about







can't	 describe	 it.	 I	 can	 tell	 you	 what's	 going	 on	 all
day	 and	 all	 night	 but	 you	 still	 won't	 get	 it.	 I	 can
explain	 to	 you	 in	 exact	 details	 all	 the	 things	 I've
been	 through,	 but	 you'll	 never	 go	 through	 what	 I
have	to	go	through	every	single	day.	It's	not	a	game
anymore,	being	sad	all	the	time	is	dead,	drowning	in




getting	 it	 IS	 RARE	 ...so	 you	 can't	 get	 mad	 at	 me
when	I	say	"I'm	fine"	or	"I	don't	wanna	talk	about	it"
because	 you'll	 never	 get	 it	 and	 it's	 impossible	 for
you	 to	understand	 it....I've	been	waiting	9	years	 for
someone	 to	 get	 it,	 9	 years	 for	 everyone	 to
apologize,	9	years	 to	get	 revenge	 for	him	raping,	9
years	 for	 my	 dad	 to	 stop	 lying,	 9	 years	 to
understand	 why	 everything	 played	 out	 the	 way	 it
did,	9	years	waiting	on	my	family	to	be	there	for	me,
9	years	 to	actually	be	a	kid	again,	9	 freaking	years
to	 depend	 on	 anybody	 else	 besides	 myself,	 13
years	to	meet	my	siblings,	and	14	years	to	figure	out
I'm	 here	 for	 a	 reason...But	 to	 be	 honest	 I'm	 losing






had	 stopped	 at	 a	 loan	 office,	 leaving	 me	 in	 the	 back	 seat.	 Big	 mistake.	 This	 next	 part	 I
remember	vividly.	I	remember	looking	around	my	dad’s	truck,	the	tattered	leather	seats	with
patches	in	them,	the	pine	tree	air	freshener	hanging	around	his	top	view	mirror,	the	distinct
smell	 of	 it	mixed	with	 the	 lingering	ash	 from	all	 his	 cigarettes.	 I	 remember	unbuckling	my
seatbelt,	 the	satisfying	click	 it	made	as	 it	came	undone,	signaling	that	 I	had	done	it	right.	 I




























I	 walked	 down	 the	 rickety	 stairs	 as	 quietly	 as	 I	 could.	 These	 steps	 led	 to	 the
basement	where	all	you	could	hear	was	a	thumping	beat	and	a	beautiful	voice	that
goes	perfectly	with	 it.	 I	 peeked	down	 the	 corner	 to	 try	 to	 see	 the	 face	behind	 this
beautiful	voice,	and	then	I	saw	a	big	rolly	chair	-	like	a	tall	rolly	chair.	At	the	age	of	5,





Then	 I	 saw	 one	 of	 the	 tallest	 men	 I’ve	 ever	 seen.	 He	 had	 two	 braids	 and	 a	 thick
goatee.	He	 looked	down	at	me	and	said,	 “What	are	you	doin’	on	 the	chair?”	 I	was
like	 “Nothing	 sir,	 just	 messin’	 around.”	 He	 actually	 introduced	 me	 to	 The	 Beautiful













Blinking	 in	 the	 light	 of	 a	 fluorescent	 hospital	 room,	 you	 are	 born	 into	 my	 loving	 arms.	 You	 are	 born	 into






they	sling	guns	and	smoke	weed.	Where	 they	shoot	bullets	 into	 the	air	and	rep	gang	affiliations.	Where	stray






















were	created	beautiful.	That	you	were	created	smart.	People	will	 try	 to	 justify	 the	way	they	treat	you.	They	will
bring	up	christianity	and	they	will	bring	up	slavery	and	they	will	bring	up	the	economy.	They	will	tear	your	people







the	 lighter	 complexion.	 They	 will	 do	 this	 because	 it	 is	 seen	 as	 perfect.	 They	 are	 doing	 this	 because	 it	 is	 the
closest	 to	 white	 without	 actually	 being	 it.	 They	 don’t	 want	 your	 african	 beauty.	 They	 don’t	 want	 your	 ebony
perfection.	And	not	only	the	boys	but	the	girls	will	too.	They	will	call	you	burnt.	They	will	poke	fun	about	how	you
will	never	find	a	man.	About	how	they	will	lose	you	in	the	dark.	When	they	have	been	living	in	it	all	along.	They


























are	amazing.	You	are	 the	 future.	You	will	write	 to	 your	daughter	and	she	will	write	 to	hers.	You	my
future	daughter	will	enjoy	every	aspect	of	what	the	world	has	to	offer	you.	You	my	future	daughter	will

































































One	 day	 I	 was	 sleeping	 in	 my	 basement,	 and	 I
had	a	dream	that	 I	was	on	 the	street,	and	 I	was
looking	 at	 this	 house	 that	 looked	 kinda	 weird
because	 it	 had	 a	 driveway	 full	 of	 bricks	 and	 the
grass	was	bright	yellow	but	there	was	a	tiny	tree
sitting	 in	 the	 grass,	 growing.	 So,	 me,	 being
myself	 I	 went	 to	 touch	 the	 tree,	 and	 when	 I
touched	it	the	leaves	started	to	break	off	and	the
tree	started	melting.	Eventually	everything	around
me	 was	 melting.	 Then	 I	 appeared	 in	 a	 white
room…	you	know	 the	 jerel	 head	 from	superman
in	 the	 fortress	 of	 solitude	 that	 appeared	 in	 mid
air?	 Instead	 it	 was	 my	 head	 saying	 “THIS	 IS	 A
DREAM”.	 Then	 I	 realized	 it	 was	 a	 dream	 and
everything	rewinded,	and	I	woke	up.	Ever	since	I





















grow	 there).	 My	 mom	 asked	 me	 what	 happened,	 and	 my	 big	 sister	 told	 her	 all	 that
happened.	 	 My	 mom	 put	 a	 wet	 towel	 on	 the	 back	 of	 my	 head	 and	 she	 called	 the
ambulance.		I	had	to	fly	in	a	helicopter	to	Iowa	City.		I	had	asthma	at	that	time,	too,	and	I
couldn’t	 breathe,	 so	 they	 put	 a	 mask	 on	 me	 to	 breathe.	 	 There	 were	 three	 men	 on	 the
helicopter,	and	my	mom	and	my	sister	were	riding	with	me.		I	got	on	one	of	those	things
that	they	lay	you	down	on	and	ride	with	you,	a	stretcher.
At	 the	 hospital,	 they	 gave	 me	 a	 shot	 and	 took	 some	 blood.	 	 I	 was	 nervous	 about	 the








Elementary	 school	 was	 all	 about	 trying	 to	 be
something	I	wasn’t.	 	Trying	to	be	the	middle	of
the	 conversations.	 	 Being	 fast,	 trying	 my	 best
not	to	cras.		You	weren’t	cool	if	you	didn’t	have
a	girlfriend.	Trying	 to	be	 in	as	much	drama	as





slowing	 down,	 avoiding	 as	 much	 drama	 as	 I
can.	 Trying	 to	 stay	 with	 the	 same	 person.	 	 In
6th	 grade	 when	 you	 cut	 it	 all	 off	 so	 you	 can
become	a	better	person.	 	Listening	to	music	 is
your	bestfriend.	 	So	 in	sixth	grade	I	 listened	to
music	 all	 of	 the	 time.	 	 Then	 you	 find	 that	 girl
that	you	would	never	want	to	hurt.		You	love	her
just	 like	 how	 you	 would	 treat	 your	 mom.	 	 But





to	 you	but	 then	 leaves,	 so	 you	 just	 get	 hurt	 in
the	end.		So	you	just	stop	with	her	but	another
coe	 and	 took	 your	 heart	 but	 you	 stop	 before
you	 start,	 and	 think	 about	 elementary,	 so	 you





the	 park	 to	 take	 some




remember	 this,	 for	 some
reason,	 I	 always	 picture
purple	 and	 yellow	 flower
beds.	So,	we	walked	around
and	 took	 tons	 of	 pictures.	 I
remember	myself	-	looking.	I
remember	my	hair	was	kind
of	 flat,	 wavy.	 I	 was	 wearing
a	 striped	 t-shirt	 -	 blue	 and
black,	 and	 some	 jeans,	 and
there	was	a	playground	next
to	 the	 flowers.	 So	 my	 dad-
he	 took	 pictures	 of	 me	 next
to	the	slide.
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